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Cub pedibuſoue videt nubes, G ſſdera Danis. _ 


Moni montes, Ipſæ jam carminaRupes.  ' 


A 


4 


4 + 
= 7M 


13 
3 , 
Keats Ear F 


wo 


1 


— 
— 
wo 
o 
% 
* 
* 


* 


* 
. 
. 
1 
* 
* 
. 
* A 


— 


2 


„ 


T 


When my Tir'd Soul ſome little Relvit Found, 
555 with 9 Thought's Eternal round; 


 FondlyTr FAT ina [ 
| Reſtor me to my Grief, and to my Self again. 
— ——— 1 d 
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HE Shades of waning Night had now begun, 
To feel. the near approaches of the Sun; 


Melting they mov'd,, and ſoftly ſtole away, 
For Now a Beam of Light be 15 an to Play, 
The Nimble Index of the Riſing Day : 


iſſolv'd it 15 and Nodding i in m 'Breafl, 
Sunk into Eaſe, and Softned into! 


Rais d, when the Mind for Action is Unfitt. 
And Dulnefs Triumphs! in the Room of Witt 
When Mimick Notions are by Fancy Wrought, - 
Deluding from it's Track the wand ring Thonghci 
Falſe Flatt rer Thou, who didft my Care Deride,” 
Thou Down-hilt Eaſe, ' to all the World beſide: 
Kind Sleep I thought, would Rid me of toy Pain, 2 
10ughr, for Lo a Diſmal Scene, 


What art thou Sleep! > How: 2 "TR to rand, 
The Thought of Man, thou Lerhe of the Soul! ? 


Enlarge ſrom Clay my nimble e Spiri paſt 
Oer the vaſt Deep, and all the wat ry Waſte; 
Fair Albion's Soil, ih Flying Steps I Tread; 
Sweep O'er the Lawns, and Skim along the Mead- 


Albion, the Theam of ev'ry Shepherds mon: > 

Alvion, for ever Great, for ever Young; 

She, who injoy, Her Haſcton Hours Beguild, 

Laught in Her Flowers, and in Her Paſtur's ſmil'd - 
But now She ſeems Deſerted by Her Swains, _ 
No Pipe, no Voice, no-Mufick on the Plains, 
Her Wond'ring Nymphs, gaz'd on me from a far, 
And Shreiking cry'd, What would ſt thou Stranger bere? 3 
Forſaken are Our Fields, and every Grove, 
Ceas d are Our Paſtimes, and Our Tales of Love; 


Fly, Stranger Fly, back to your Native Shore , | 
All Joy is F led om hence; and Softneſs is no more. 


A Hollow Cavern ſtruck My wondring dicht, 5 
Awful, and Rev'rend, in it's Native. Night; SIR. 1 
Huſht was the drowhe Gloom, no Voice was, TUE 3 
To Charm, or to Moleſt the liſtning Ear. hs 


O'fer-grown with Moſs it ſeem'd, and Moiſt the( Ground), 


Silence, and Empty Solitude around. 


'Twas here the. Penſive, Sad. Britauniq lat, 
F'indulge Her Grief, and Mourn Her Hero's Exe; ** | 
Agaſt She Eopk't, once ſo Divinely Fair, 
Loofe were. Her Ropes, and, Matred, Was Her. Hair: 5 5 
* r Mournin Vail, hung down with: careleſs, "iN 


bag uſt 10 Her Beayrious;Faces: - 
„ach 


mph to Chqar the 598 Gaddeſs Lries, 
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(97 
Neglected is their Voice, and ev'ry Strain, 
Each Tuneful Cadence melts away in Vain ; 
In Vain do's all the Liquid Muſick creep, 
Of Murm'ring Streams, inviting Eaſy ſleep: 
Officious Winds around Her Temples Play, 


To Lull Her grief no Melody was Found, 

Too far the Arrow went, Too deep the Wound: 

Her Sighs were heard o'er all the Neighb'ring Plain, 

And Hollow Rocks ſigh'd back to Her again. 
After a Gentle ts aber; head She rears, 

Fair in Her Grief, Majeſtick in Her Tears; 

And ſighing Spoke- — nn 


* 


BRTTANNVTA 


W To know new Wo, and everlaſting Pain; 
To Fields of Peace, I ſeem'd to take my Way, 
Unkind, to call Me back to hateful Day: 


Forbear ye Nymphs, your cruel kindneſs ceaſe, _ : 


My Soul is out of Tune, nor looks for Peace; 
Can ye, ah can ye to My breaſt reſtore, _ 
That calm of Mind which I poſſeſt before: 

1 have been happy, Witneſs all ye Pow'rs, 
Who guilded with your Smiles My eaſy Hours; 


Remoteſt Iſlands have My Glory's ſeen, _ 


Their Homage pay'd, and own'd Me for their Queen: 


Far Diſtant Ives brought their Wealthy ſtore, 


 Teenrich My Land, and Crown My happy Shoar; _ 


In Rounds of Bliſs Mv dancin Minutes paſt, 500 
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And Birds in ſweet Complaints are Vain as they; 


W.nlere am1? what, in theſe ſad Realms again, 
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eirce to Laſt: Short 


| And Coppy'd by the nobleſt 
Wh! ry 2 5 ts 5 A 


| Short was it's Reign, and little was it's Stay, 


For Oh! too ſoon the Miſt ſwept oer the face of day | 


Which 5 it's Beamy Wings and ſhot away; 


The guilded Viſion vaniſht from My ſight, 
And leaves Me to the horror of the Night; 


She ſay d Her mourning Nymphs ſigh all around, 
And Neighb'ring Hills return their dying Sound. 


Pull think no more She Cry's, for Thoughts Un 
Madneſs ſhall Calm this Tempeſt of My mind; . 


Ohl! Balm of Feav'riſh Souls, Oh! fare Relief, 


Come ſooth the Working of My ſtormy Grief: 
Whirle of the Brain, be quick and give Me Eaſe, 
Oh! Drive Me from the 1 hought of what I was; 


Or if Thought needs will Play, be it My care, 


T*admit no Object but My Hero there: 
Teach me ſome Pow'r Divine, who only can, 
Inſtruct me how to Sing the Wond'rons man; 
Vaſt is the Task, and mighty is the Theam, 
And Let my Song prove Equal to his Fame. 


If, wildring in amaze of Endleſs ſtrife, 


Cloy'd with that Painted Scene of Pleaſure, Life ; 
Our Friends their utmoſt Debt to Nature pay, 
Dropping behind this Pondrous lump of of 'N 


a 


kind, 


W'adorn their Hearſe, and ſweeteſt Odours Burn, 


And with Our pious Wo, perfume their Urn; 


What Vaſt accumulated Grief is due? 
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With ev'ry, Charm, and ey'ry Beauty grac'd, 
Heav'nev'n was lavish grown and Bounteous to a waſte ; 
On the nice Ridge of Vertue's path you trod, 
Belov'd by Man, and thankful to your God: 
Thankfull, for Kindred beauty's of the mind, 

For Kings are Gods-----tho? of a leſſer kind; 

Firm in your Purpoſe, faithful to your Truſt, 

For as He made you wiſe, He made you juſt : 

For fixt as Fate, your Royal Promiſe ſtood, = 

And what your Mouth had ſaid, your Arm made good; 
In bounty moſt Immenſe you joy'd to ſhine, 

In laviſh Bounty, which reſſembles mine: 

You took the Nobleſt, yet moſt ſecret way, 

. Obliging Wretches who could never pay; 

True Bounty without all deſign is givin, 
Returns are Poor fromMan,when pay'd to Kings or Heay'n: 
What Old Creating Bard at once could ſing, Re, 
A States-Man, yet a Saint, a Hero, and -, z 
Such diff rent Glory's do but ſeldom ſhine, 
Fixt in a ſingle Breaſt, and could be only thine : 
Pois'd with it's weight unerring Judgment ſway'd, 
Your World of Man, and to your Soul convey'd 
The motives which in various Channels flow, 
Sprung from variety of minds below: _ 


| You knew the vaſt diſtinctions that ariſe, 


Between the Great, the Pious, and the Wiſe; 


© Knew; that when Honour is aguilded cheat, 


A Maſque for Vice, a Tympany of State, 
That 'tis Egregious folly to be great; 

That Virtue can the nobleſt Title bring, bh” 
Virtue exalts, but Vice Dethrones a King, B 2 As 


8 * as 


ew 
As a bright Glaſs, in which all ſhapes appear, 
Unſpotted as your Fame, and as your Image fair; 
Whoſe vaſt Reflection dims the tender ſight, 
And blinds Beholders with exceſs of light : 
Pure was the Chriſtal motion of your mind, 
From Error's ſpeck enlightned, atidrefin'd : 
With ſuch too powerful rays my WILLTAM ſhorie, 
Feirce in the Field-----but Fumdte on the Throne; 
Careful in Thought the wretched to relieve, _ 
Swift to ſpy Faults but ſwiſter to forgive. 
VVith ſoft Compaſſion Toucht, the Hero ſtood, 
Nor thought it glorious to be fmear'd with Blood; 
No boiling rage His even Temper ſhook, 
He fought with Vigour, but with pity ſtrook : . 
Jo Heav'n He meant His Piety to ſhew, _ 
Ceaſing to ſtab it's Image in His Foe ;- 
For Hero's who the ſpoils of Conqueſt wear, 
And ſternly think tis VVomaniſh to ſpare, 
Are but the nobler Butchers of the V = IF 
Lord of himſelf ! the Godlike Prince appear'd, 
Darling of Heav'n, and Man; and but by Vilains fear'd; 
VVho like the dark obſcener Birds of Night, 
VVinkt at His dawn of Day, and ſickned at His light. 
As a calm River which do's gently creep, 
 VVhoſle whiſper ſeem to Lull it's V Vaves aſleep ;- 
His Paſſions kept their banks, nor knew to flow, 
But ebbing i Tis Soul ſubſided all below.: _ 
Fading as Tapers Maſter'd by the light, ; 
Harmleſs as Beamigſi f ires that play by Night; 
Preſt down within His breaſt enchain'd they lay, 
| And at His reaſon's glitter dyed away. 
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As in the higheſt Region of the Air, 

Plac'd far above our fight, Divinely clear; 
Cceleſtial matter is not forc'd to know, ow” 
The Tempeſts that diſtract the World below ; 
Bleſt was His. Mind with ſuch a round of Eaſe, | . 


- : 


An everlaſting. Still, and calm of Peace: .. 

. Calm as red Evenings in. their . Dewy tears, | 
Mild, as a blooming Innocence appears 
Soft, as the whiſpers of a Virgin love, 
No VVaves could ruffle, nor a Tempeſt move; 
| Modeſt in doubt, but Poſſitive in right, _ 88 
Slow to do wrong, -Tho' active as the Light: 
VVhom juſtice bound, 1 in pity ſpares, 
He try'd with Rigour, but condemn'd with Tears; _ 
No ſpecious VVile His Soul could lead aftray, 
But when His Reaſon pointed out the way, 2 


Such WILLIAM was, but Oh! that Heav'nly light, 
Shrunk into ſilent Shades, and ſetts in Night; 

He was--—but is no more, come, 'Virgins come, 

And with your Tears bedew the Hero's Tomb: 

Let looſe your Grief, and weep to that Degree, 

Till melting into Streams, ye all diflolve like me. 

Her mourning Nymphs lament, Their Garments tear, > 
And to the ſighing Winds ſpread out their Yellow Hair; 
In floods of rief my ſtrugling Paſſions rife, 
But ſleep denied the Tribute of my Eyes 
Thus 1 Joy, we ſlumb' ring dopartiake, . 
Fain we would utter Words, but cannot ſpeak, 


' [af 
1 
p<. 
* 
„ 


c . 4 


A 


T3 10 ) 

Our Paſſions ſeem too Great to be Ehpteſt 

But heaving for a Vent lie ſtrugling in our Breaſt: 
Amaz'd Iſaw Brizannia's Accents riſe; 


Waſted by Gales of ſighs to Touch the skyes; 


Where bright Angelick minds admiring ſat, 


Ihe ſtrange meanders of Fantaſtick Fate; 
And ſeem'd to Mourn, (as far as Angels any 
The ſhort-liv'd Glory of Unhappy Man. 


When lo! a Deluge of therial light, 
Pour'd down, and overflow'd my akeing ſight; - 
The Golden Doors of Heav'n were open un. ä 
And with a ſudden blaze th affrighted Ether ſhone... 


Immortal. Sefaphins Divinel y 89 
Mantl'd in Sable Clouds, ſhot wittly Ee, * PNG = 
Th' affrighted Earth leapt back, ir s Goddeſs fled, 
And at 5 Center, ſhook her Ne ing Head : 

For much ſhe fear'd th' Eternal would reſtore, 


Trembling Igaz'd a while, and faw' from far, 
All dreadful to behold the Thund' ring God of VVar; 
Red licht ning from his Fiery Eye-balls flew, | 
Terror, wick Sorrow mixt, fat fo ring on his Brow: 


His Cafque, and Spear attending WVarriors Bore, = : : 


His Lions paw'd the Air, and loadlz ſeem'd to roar; 
Swilthy they drew his Iron Chariot Ohl, 


WV hich Wide a Craſhing ſound cate wheeling down. 


The God of Battle, and is VVarrior Train, 
In Mournſul pomp Stalkt filent ofer the Plain; 


Sheath'd Were their Swords, anduſeleſs was the Shield, 1 


0 wy the Iron Harveſt "_ the F ield : 
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Oferthrown the Trophys which were raisd before, 
Beat down by advers Fate, ſince WILLTAMisno more; 
The dying ſounds Britannia did Impart, 

Had pierc'd the daring Hero to the Heart: 

Reclining on His Shield He thus addreſt, | 

FOO all the God 1 in ſighs fat heaving f in His bead. 


MM ARS. 
H Goddeſs, ceaſe. your Hero! $ Jofs to mourn, ) a? 
O The binding Seal of Fate is on His Urn, 7 8 


Fate, which can n' er go back, nor knows return; 
Juſt was your Grief, nor could you leſs have ſhewn, 
Too well I gueſs your loſs, who know my own, 
What Muſe can paint the life? What God can ting? 
The Triumphs of your late Victorious. King. 

The Citys taken, and the Battles vonn 
By the ſucceſsful Arms of Great VASSAW my Son; 
VVho Death in fighting Fields Undaunted faw, _ 
Stretching from Pole to Pole, and kept the VVorldi in awe: 
Such was I, when Gigantick V Var aſfaild, 
Heav'ns ſteepy Turrets, and had nigh prevail d; 
Had not-I Mars come Thund'ring from 0 2 
To front the Brawnieſt Hero's of the VVar 1 
Pleas'd to Exert my ſtrength; and proud to prove, 
1 he Buckler of the Gods, and ſhield of Joe; 

The Tougheſt of the Foc: chis Arm has lain, - 
Arid-dragg'd his Monſtroug Body oer the Plain: 
WVhilſt Fate was ours, tho' mighty ruin burt d, 
Mountain on Mountain thrown; and World on World. 
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Methinks his Squadrons I deſcry from far, | 
Oh! Energy Divine, Oh! Glorious Dinn of War; 
His Phalanx moves, Lhear the loud alarm, 
That ftartle Fate, and ſhake the Globe withArms: - 

Clad in refulgent Steel the Hero ſhines  _ 
And darts a Martial vigour thro” the Lines; 

A Heav'nly Luſter, and a Manly Grace, 

Spring from his Limbs, and lighten in his Face: 
So lookt Acchilles, when with Sprightly Joy, 

He felbd the Atlas, of Unhappy Troy : 42 8 
My Arms, my Arms, Ill mount m' Immortal Carr, 
And ſhare at leaſt the Glory of the War; 

4 And ſee thro! Fields of Blood we jointly Trace, 

j Now by my Arms, he Foils me in the race 8 

And ſcorns of Mars himſelf, to take a ſecond Place; 

. They Fly, they Fly, nor can their Ground make good, 

In vain the Bohne oppoſes with it's Flood; EN, | 

$ Thro' Lanes of watry War, he cuts his way, 

Waves, Winds and Seas, are Impotent as they: 

His Spear is Fate, for when he means a blow, 
He Hurls th' unerring Goddeſs on the Foe. 


The Scene ſhifts quick, and ſee the City ſtands, 
With lofty Turrets Crown d, and all the Plain Commands; 
They bolt their Brazen Gates, our Paſſage barr, 

| And with loud ſhouts provoke us to the War: 
Voiinly ye boaſt your ſtrength, we come, we come, 
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Sound the ſhrill Trump of War, and beat the Martial Drum; 
Follow your, Hero all and force the Town : Th | 


* 
A 
; 
* 
* — 
a oF 


VVV 
The Clanck of Arms begins, and Millions fall, 
A Ladder ſtraight prepare, I'll ſcale the Wall; 
Follow, my Son, and Albion's Genius ſhew, _ 
He mounts, and 3 Darts upon the Foe- 
Whole heaps of Slain, are round the Hero ſpread, 
And Thouſand Shaft's of Fate ſing round his Head; 
Auge pond'rous Stones, the ſweating Warriors weild 
And hurle the Rocky Quarry on his Shield: 5 
By ſuch inglorious Fate he ſhall not fall, 
Plt bear him in my Arms, and fix him on the Wallz 
Ha ! by the War they Fly, nor dare to ſtand; 
He Portions Fate out with a laviſh Hand; 
The Gate's unbarr' d, the joyſul Troops ruſh in, 
And the rough Waſte of (onqerors beginn 
VVide deſolation ſpreads it felf around. 
Dreadful the cry, Amazing is the ſound': - 
Death Rides elated o'er the purple Flood. 
And with Malicious joy beſmears his Limbs with Blood; 
VVith Ecchoing ſhouts the Vaulted Arches rings: ] 
VVhilſt the glad Britains, Is: Pœan fing, 8 
And Crown with Lawrels their Victorious King. I 
So Gay in Camps my WILLIAM did appear, 
Such was His Vigour, ſuch His Thirſt of V Var. - 
But Oh! whom neither V Var nor Hell could Bow, 
Too Rigid Fate, he humbly bent to your: 
You Mow'd the Harveſt which His Glariesyield, q 
And preſt the Gen'rous Vintage of the Field; _ 
Vell may'ſt Thou boaſt that Thou too ſtrong coud'ſt 
| You wholurmount, andRule the will of Fove. te, 


3 
VVhat? Pale my. vva rrior, all Thy Glories fled, 
Thy Triumphs at an end; all pale, and dead; 
Oh! could not all thy matchleſs Proweſs ſave, _ 
And ſnatch thy much lov'd Body from the Grave: 
Oh Britains! raiſe each Man his pondrous Shield, 
And bear your dauntleſs Hero to the Field; 

In dumb Diſtreſs March ſlowly to the "24 
And weep, as ye had there beheld him ſlain : 

Of Arms, and maſly Shields a Trophy raiſe, 
Sound with the Voice of V Var, the Hero's Praiſe; : 
Unuſual Honours to His Ghoſt be pay'd, - : 

Honours Divine, befit the Mighty Bead: 
Then, ſpringing from His Tomb de poſe your Care, | 

Dye all your ſorrows, all your thoughts be VVar; 

Ohl taſte, and know the Pleaſure of Alarms, 

Rouſe up my Sons, and give your Souls to Arms: 

To Arm's, the Glorious Path that I have Trod; 

To Arms, that Shoot a Hero to a God; 

Scorn, ſcorn the Circe of a Sluggiſh Peace, 

To Boys and Women leave inglorious Eaſe ; 

Think on the Honours which your Arms have won, 

And think tis Mars and Witham lead ye on- 

And let Each Hero, who would Glorious be, 

Dare to a W 8 and Merit Heav'n like me. 

He fay'd— 5 

To Arms was heard, the dreadful Word was giv'n, 

Which ſcem'd toRend the Earth, and Shake the Arch of 

_ (Heav'n;' 

My burſting Tor cou'd ſcarce dietr 3 keep, 

But LY * $'d the brittle Chains of Sleep: 


Till 


(15). 

Till the ſoft Accents of a Heay? nly Strain, 

Had Gently footh'd them into Reſt again; 

A Lambent Glory ſpread it ſelf around, 

Bleaching with Snowy Beams the ſmiling Ground I 
VVhen Lo! a Gay Machine appear'd in ſight, 
All Gilt, and Studd'd o're with Rays of light; | 8 
Slowly it mov'd, and downward took it's VVay, 
Around the crow ding Cherubs ſeem' d to Play, 
And ſang the Praiſes of the God of Day: 
Plac'd at their Patrons Feet, the ſacred Nine, 
Warbled Melodious Airs on Flutes Divine 
Old Hoary Time upon His right Hand ſat, 
An Hour-glaſs by, and Wings upon His Feet, 
The Nos 40 5 Weeks upon the left appearr,r 
The nimble Minutes, and th' Hours were there, 8 
The ſwift Attendants of the Rowling Lear 
His Golden Harp a croſs His ſnoulder Rn 
His Arrows broken, and His Bow unſtrung; 
His Beamy locks the awful Glor ſhook, 
And l to his Train the Gode of Wildon ſpoke. 


APOLLO. 


; T HE Sum of fair Brizannid's Grief ye 2 ä 
Ye know the cruel Cauſe, and Mourn it all with m me; 

Y* Immortal Nine, your Tuneful Voices raiſe, 

And huſh her ſorrows with Harmonious Lays: .. 
Such as of Old the Thracian Bard began - 
When Nature danc'd to the Melodious Man; 4 

| Each Tree around it's Shady branches rind. 7 

And n to the ſound, declin a1 it's Head: 
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D 2 Wild 


 Sootlid toa 
Rough VV an and Thun 
But hears. Lg Hero' $, Voice, 


Ef 28 


Wild Beaſts upon the Heav'nly Accents hung, 
And ceas'd to harm, as ſoſtned by His Son 1. 
Leave, leave the Shepherds to their Shady coves, 


Fo Sigh, and Pine for their Neglected Loves: 


A Nobler Subject Claims your Heav'nly Song, 
WILLIAM fin Hero's, and Immortals ſprung ; 
Trace him ye Siſters from his Earlieſt Growth, 
From His firſt dawn of Day, to raddy Youth : 
Sing how His fierceſt Foes were forc'd to Fa: 
When the young Warrior beat the Duſty Field; 
What Hero's by his Infant hand were ſlain, 


Who ſtood the Great Gohahs of the Plain. 


Sing, how when Tyrann Fair Albion knew, 


And to a ſervile Yoke was. orc'd to Bow; 
Markt out for Greatneſs by thi Erernal's Mind, 


He ſtood the Atlas of his Will deſign'd: 
Terrour and Ruin round her Foes he { read, 
Fought all her Battles, all her Armies ſed; 


Faſt e in Chains inconſtant Chance Was Bode; 7 ALT: 


To Grace his Friumphs, and his Pomp adorn : 
She learn d to bend, beneath the Hero! s VVill, 


VVbo fixt the WVhirling motion of her Vhecl; . 
Fixt by Neceſſity, ſhe Wey 'twas Van 
To knaw the Links of hen Eternal Cham, 


VVhich 7 like divides, to Reunite again 3 


Now {ſing 6 1 Seeds the ſwiſt Dec eaſe, 


44 . 
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and huſht init -a Peace, 3 


4 


ers now no get, 55 
and Flyes t the . 


4 


uu F"* 


VVho er the Miſts, ane Pick His Pow! ful We.” 
Diſpelbd the, Gloom, and gave again the Day. 


So when the God of Winds lets looſe his Train, 
To Plough the Deep, and furrow up the Main; 
Swell d with their Breath, the foaming Billows riſe, 
And with a Frothy Mountain mate the Skyes: 
Till the Great Father of the Flood appears, 
And o' re the Deep his Peaceful Viſage rears; 
The Biuſb ring Tyrants dare no longer ſtay, 
But on their Wat? ry Pinions ſweep away : 
Each Wave unbendsits Rage, 124 Foams no more, 
But in a Gentle Curle, runs Circling to the Shoare. 


Tune, tune your Harps, and all your Airs Im prove, 
Jo ſing the Tranſports, and the ſweets of Love; 
Sing the fair Saint to whom he firſt Addreſt, 
De the Eden of Maris Breaſt: 
Sing all the Beauties of Her Bloomiily Youth, | 
Immortal Candor, Piety, and Truth ; 
The ſtructure of Her Body ſo Refin'd, 
_Itperviousſeem'd to Go Tranſparertas as „Her Wind- 
So nice the Caſe was workt, the V Vett fo thin, 
The pure unſpotted Soul appear'd within; tl 
Paint Her white V Vorld of Charms, and ev ry Grace, ) 
Dwell on each Feature of Maria's Face: 
Fair as the Light, when Infant Nature ſmil'd, | 
And Heav'n, and Earth lookt Gay, and all was Mid; 
VVhen the firſt rounds of Golden Time began; 
= The Beauteous F emale 13 and He the hap Py Man. 
= . R 5 = But | 
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| - _ Yetwithwhateaſe Helay'd the Conqueſt down: 


Who wiſely. knew *twas Dangerous to fray ; 


And, as the Father of the Gods appears 
Weighing the Fate of Man, and Periodof His Years: 


a 


But Oh! perpare a yet more peircing Strain, 
And witkrits far iter Accents fill the Plain, 


In harſher Notes of thrilling Muſick tell, 


, — 


How Monrn'd by all that's fair the Beautious Angel fell. 


VVith ſoft' ning Touches Paint the Hero there, 


Melting in Floods of Grief, and wild Deſpair; 


Deſcribe His Throbbing Breaſt, His Gales of ſighs, 
His foulded Arms acroſs, His dying Eyes: 

Upon His Lips what Mournful Accents hung, 

V Vhat melting pity Flow'd out of His Tongue; 


From His ſwoln Heart, what ſtreaming Sorrow ran, 
VVhich all bedew'd the Melancholly Man. 


Now, ſine the Bleſſings of His even Sway, l 
== 


Too near extreams, and 175 the middle Way; 


> * - - 


What great ÆAneas mult a i . gain? 
Or what Ill fated Turnus preſs the Plain? 


What wondrous Aas muſt Albiun's Fame Advance? 
And What Il boading Ruin waits on France? 5 
Such Careful I houghts appear'd on WILLTAM's Brow , 


When with Impartial Hands He Portion'd Fate below; 
Meaſuring Deſert with nicety of Span, n 


Nor weigh'd exteriour Honours, but the Man: 
No Glit”ring ſhew of Greatneſs could prevail, 
Merit alone could turn the dubious Scale; 


1 - * , 


. 


The dangers ing, thro? which his Arms have run, 1 


- , 
* o 


Tofave His Country, and deſerve a Crown, ſ 
Calm 
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Calm was His End, no hurricane of Soul, 
His laſt and Whiteſt Minutes could Controul; 

He bleſt the hand from which His Soul was tab en, 
And in a Gentle ſigh pay d back the Debt again. 

So a dim Taper in its Wane of Light, a 
Gilds with it's lateſt Rays the Boſom of the Night: 
Faint in its Beams, the Flame around it Plays, 
And hoverso're it with Contracted Rays: 

Till on its Pallid Wings it upward Flyes, . 
And ſpireing to a point, gives a bright Flaſh and Dyes. 


He ſay' d the Tuneful Nine in (horus ſing, 
The Wars and Triumphs of Britannid's King; 
Charm'd with the Airs, and Raviſht with the found, 
M Enchanted Spirits danc'd a nimble round; 
But when by Turns they ſang His lateſt Breath, 
And how His riſing Sun had ſett in Death - 
At Each ſad Accent of the killing Strains 
My Friezing Blood ſcarce dropt within my Veins; 
Each diſmal Note had pierc d my tendreſt part, 
Heav'd in my Soul, and funk into my Heart; 


The Muſick ceagd----—-----— | 


When Lo! ſubſtantial darkneſs ſeem'd to rife, 
Prodigious Thunder ratling in the Skyes; " 
Heav'n, Earth, and Air, caught up on ſudden Wings, 
Stood all confeſt in ſight before the King of Kings: 

All radiant bright His Emrauld Palace ſhone, "© 
Spark'ling with Diamond Stars, all beamy like the Sun; 
Drunk with a Floodof Light Itrembling Gaze, 


D 


W hilſt a pale Terrour fat. on ev'ry Face- 


Ore 


1 
O're all the Earth a folemn huſh was ſpread, 
Silence like that which rules among the Dead. 


When Mighty Jove who with a ſingke 8 pan, 
Meaſures the 158 the little Realm of Mn; 
Who thro” the void the kindling Atoms hurbd, 
IJ hoſe Seeds of life, which form'd the Infant World: 
Deep fixt in thought, Majeſtically Nods, 
Au ring from His Throne, thus ſpoke the King of Gods. 


JUPITER.. 


de as th Abbys m' Almighty will is ſpread, 
Vaſt as the ſpacious Kingdoms of the Dead; 
Unkiors my Path, inſcrutable my Ways, 
For who dares tread the round of an Rrorall maze : 
Yet Man, weak Man, with Reaſon's weaker line, 
Would found my Thoughts, and fathom my Deſign; 
V Vhilſt Groſs Opinion with it's puzling light, 
Miſleads him darkling in Eternal Night: 
Amaz'd he ſtands to ſee th Impartial Grave, 
Treat both alike the Coward, and the Brave; 
That Hero's by the Hand of Fate are Slain, 

And Demi: gods return to Earth again. 


Not ſo my WILLIAM, in whoſe blooming Youth» 

TSow'd the Seeds of Everlaſting Truth; 

Humbly He lay'd down Life, and ceas d to be, 2120 

And dy'd to all the V Vorld, to live with me. b 

5 3 fs argu'd it a fair remove, 189 
2 uit a Kingdom for the Breaſt of Joe; 

wh lookt within my ſelf and drew the Plann, 

To kar the ſtructure of that VVond'rous Man: 
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VVhen Urg'd by Fire, Celeſtial Mettals 1 
For Forms, to be ay in Gi below; 


| Around the Mint, my Vulgar Angels ſtand, 
Each Puny Pow'r Creates to try His Infant hand: 


But when His oar was in the Cauldron thrown, (own 
VVhole Jove was then Imploy'd, the VVork was al my 
My care the Royal Bullion did Refine, + (Divine 


Thrice did I breath, and gave a Treble { park of . 
Tenrich His Soul I Ranſact all my Store, 
And fill'd the Veſſel with Immortal Oar; . 
Half drown'd in Liquid Good, till it could hold no more: 2 
Thro' wond'rous T oils He like Alcides ran, 
Born to keep Pace with that Prodigious Man; 
Tyrants to le and Monſters to engage, 
And Stem the Current of an Impious Age: 
As in His kindling courſe the God of Day, 
mo ſteepy Ruin cuts his Airy V Vay ; 
d fearleſs moves, his nimble Courlers fly, 
Tee ev'ry Radient Savage of the Skye: 
Throꝰ ſuch like harms the dauntleſs Hero Flew, 
V Vith Eaſe He Fought, and careleſs cow'd anf 
Nor ceaſt to Vanquiſh in His lateſt Breath, 
For he can Conquer all, who Conquers Death: 


And now, His Alas Fame ſhall ever BS. > 
And ſpread where diſtant VVorlds obey my great Com- 
Swel'd with His Name, I' eternal Vaters flow, (mand; , 
VVaftitye VVinds to all the Earth below : _ 
Pearcht on your V Vings convey it all around, 
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Let Eceho' s give again the grateful ſound; 
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Sing it ſome God! in an Exalted Sean 1 

Till bounding from the Earth it Touches Heav'n again „ 
But Thou, Oh! Princeſs, to whoſe Hand is giv n, 
My darling Flock, the Favourites of Heav'n; _ 
My Albion' People, who with Virtue ſway'd, 

Have rais'd my Alters, and my Laws obey'd: 

VVho foremoſt in the Stretch of Glory dare, 

Inur'd to Toils, and Natives of the Var; 

VVho in their Infant hands the Fauchion V Vield, 

And Foil the Nobleſt Courſers of the Field: 

No happy Nation under Heav'n before, 
Have yet deferv'd, or know my Bounty more; 
Eternal Honour by their Proweſs won, 

And long Majeſtick Glory handed down, 
Makes Gay their Scepter, and bedecks their Crown; * 
I form'd them Pious, W arlike, Haughty „Brave, 

To ſcorn the abject Title of a Slave 

The Preſidents of Beauty, Wit, and Sence, 

All Monarchs of themſelves, yet faithful to their Prince: 
Vertues exalted, aud defign'd to be, 
Worthy of things Divine, and worthy Thee; 
Think on the Way my Mighty WILLIAM led, 
And the nice Path with ſtrict Obſervance tread, 
Nor ſcorn to Imitate my Hero Dead; 

Think on the Great Eliza how ſhe ſhbnie, 

Gay in her Virgin Glories like the Moon, 15 
Tho not with borrow'd Light, but Liner of her own 0 | 
Span knew the Terrour of Her loud Alarms, 
And felt the Vigour of a Woman's Arms; 

And bluſnt to own that Albior's Heroines can; 


Out: dare the Nobleſt of its Creatures, Man. France 
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Encag'd like Bajazet let him be ſnewn, 


Anna, the Great, Immortal, and Divine. 1 


To Taſte Eternity of endleſs Reſt: 


France has too long in Vile fübjection Groan' d, 1 
And its too eaſy Los of liberty bemoan'd; 

A Royal Infidell the Scepter ſways, 

Who ſcorns my Threatnings, nor my wil Obeys: # 
Oh! Princeſs, pull that haughty Savage down, 
Snatch from his Guilty Brows the Tott'i ring * rown; 
Ruin and Deſſolation round him ſpread,” wt 
Give to my Juſtice his devoted Head. 


There let the Royal Monſter Houl alone; 
With Proud diſdain, and ſpight Infernal well, 


And in his loſs of Empire find hisHell. 


Then from all Toils and future Labours craſs . 


Injoy the Bleſſings of a Golden Eaſe; 25 


Eternal Glories ſhall your goeings wait, 


Rough War ſhall ſound no more, but hich beneath your 
Plenty, and Peace ſhall in Conjunction ſtand, Feet: - 
And with their willing Beauties court your Hand; | 


Et rnal Records 


(©&Þ ball with Ann ſhine, 


But ſee, around my Hero's Ghoſt do's Rove, 
And ſeeks Admittance to the Fields above; 


Swittly Conduct Him to my Peaceful breaſt, 


- j 


My Mercy's Arms His Spirit ſhall Enfold, 


And Recompence His Toils with Crowns of Gold; 
Whence Peace to His Earthly Friends he may beſtow, 


And how” r Gown "—_ onthe World below. 
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quid dours flye, ect 
y, Bre Sah along the Skye; | n rs 
Hay, Immort Pleafure ſpread; © 1 
my Limbs, and Play'd about my Head: ah ern a 
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My Nacve Joy reſum q its {way r 
And a ne Liſe beat hig n tt 


When “Lo! rom far the Might Shade Hay CHILES Oe 
Whichat firſt ſight, confeſt:the Great NASSAW;. V 
Jove's ſhining guards] isriſing Chariot bear; 
And Wing the e Mounting Glory chro the emen 
Tothe Calm harbour of Marias L Ware, „ 
1 ig, F. aireſt of. the Saints above: Fierce sos. 2 TSS 
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| C | 
He fay'd--------all NaturgHodded and withdrew, 
W hulit hovring Angels ro nd Hritamnin fle; 
Loud, Heay'nly Malick fill d th' Etherial ſpace, 
And blooming Beauty ſat on ev ry Face: 
' Fanwdby.the VVinds deni ours flye, 


1 


And ſigh their balmy Breath along the Skye; 
Smiling Ilay, Immortal Pleaſure ſpread, 
0 O're all my Limbs, and Play'd about my Head: 
0 My Native Joy reſum'd its ſway again; 
þ Andanew Liſebeathighiney'ry Vain. 

When Lo! ſrom far the Mighty Shade faw, 
Whichat firſt ſight, confeſt the Great NASS AV; 
i Fove's ſhining guards His riſing Chariot bear, Furs 
And Wing the Mounting Glory thro'the Air: 

To the Calm harbour of Marias Love; = 
Maria, Faireſt of the Saints above 
Loſt inexceſsof Bliſs the Hero lyes,., 
| And Drinks th* Eternal nectar of Her Eyes; 
I In whoſe air Peamsoficious Cupidsplay, © _ 
 ClaptheirExteiided Wings, and Hail the Day. 
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